(To The Biflorieof 

for powder, thcylc fill a pit as wcllas better : tufh man , rnoriaH 
mcnj mortal! men, 

Tf'efiAi but, Sirlohnf mec-thinkes they are exceeding poprc 

and bare, too beggarly* i u u j 

FaI, Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that, 
And for their barencs, I am furc they neuer learnt that of me, 
Pm.No ile be fworne,vnleirc you call three fingers on the ribs i 

bye t but firra, make haft) is already in the field. Exitt 

FaI, What is the King incamp’d? » b 

fVeJi, He is Sir lohtiy I feare we fhall ftay too long* 

FaI. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Fcaft, fits a dull fighter, and a kecne gueft* Extmt 


£nttr Hotlpur, IVoreejier, DervglaSf And 
Bot, Weelc fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

You giue him then aduantage* 
pier. Not a whit, 

Htft. Whyfayyou fo? lookeshcnotforfupply? 

Ver, So doe wee. 

His is certainc, ours is dubtfull. 
fVor.Good coofen be aduifde, ftir not to night, 
pir. Do not, my Lord. 

D(Jk>. You doe4fiot counfell well : 

Then fpeake it outof feare, and cold heart. 

fey. Do not flaunder, DewgJar, by my life, 

And 1 dare well maintaine it with tny life j 
Ifwdl refpecled honor bid me on, 

1 hold as little counfellwith weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or Any Scot that this day Hues : 

Let it bcfcenc to morrow inthe battell, which ofrs feares* 
Z>ffjr.Yea,orto night. Per. Content. 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Per. Come, come, it may not be. 

1 w onder much beingmen offuch great leadingasyou are, 
That you forefec not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaineHorfe 
Of ray coofen arc not yet come vp, 
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Bemy the Fourth, 

Your Vncle mreejiert Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and mcttall is alleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Hotfc is halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

jiot. So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall ioutney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

W«r. The number of the King exceedeth ours ; 

For Gods fake, Coofen, flay till all come in. 

yhe T'rnwpet fottnds a far ley. Enter Sir fF Alter Blunt. 
Blmt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 
Ifyou vouchfafe me hearingand refped. 

Hot. . Welcome, lir JVAlter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination} 

Some of vs loue you well, and euen thofe fbme 
Enuieyour greatdeferuingesandgood name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality, 

Butftand ag4inftvslikeanHnemie* 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I fliould ftand Co, 
So long as out oflimit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoynted Maiefty: 

But to my charge* TheKinghathfent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breaft ofciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Haue any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confetfeth to be manifold, 

H« bids you name your griefes, and with ail /peed, 
You fliall baue your defines with intereft. 

And pardon abfblute for your felfc,and thefe. 

Herein mif-led by your fuggeftion, 

Hot. The King is kind .♦ and well weeknow, the King 
linowes at wiiat time to promife, when to pay .• 

My Father, my Vncle, and my fclfe> 

Did giue him that fame royalty he wcarcs. 

And when licwas not fixe andtwenty ftrong, 

^icke inthe worldcs regard, wtetched, and lowx 



